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	1. Infiltration

**Update: April 7th, 2016**

So here is that new story I've promised. This is only chapter one, and again, don't be expecting consistent updates. This is an Appleseed movie-verse fan fiction, and a whole bunch of cameos are going to appear. I mean a lot. I'm spreading these cameos out over eleven different animes/cartoons/tv shows, with multiples per show sometimes.

Now this is the story where I'm going to try something. If you can guess the cameo and the anime/cartoon/tv show that he/she/they/it is/are from, you get a small prize. Virtual cookies, an idea for a story, a collab, a question hat I must answer truthfully, etc., and I will announce them all at the beginning of the next chapter. But you also have to be truthful and tell me whether or not you got the right answer before they are revealed.

That being said, the cameos aren't appearing just yet, but keep your eyes peeled!

Disclaimer: i te le lava appleseed (Samoan)

* * *

><p>It was dark outside the craft that carried three figures. There were no stars out; the clods had obscured them all, even the supposed-to-be full moon. But this was preferred for this particular mission. Darkness would be the best cover they could get. They would be little more than dark blobs moving against a dark sky, which - hopefully - their enemy would assume to be sea birds.<p>

Speaking of their enemy, a dark shape, an island, loomed out of the sea that they were crossing. At first glance, it was exceptionally unexceptional. Dense jungle looked like short curly hair. A tiny mountain range made like a strange type of hat. Gorges and canyons became the mouth that the island used to breathe and swallow trespassers up whole. The island was definitely big enough to be home to a small, self-sufficient city, but even now there was no sign of light. No houses, not even a campfire to indicate human life here.

One particular figure peered out of a window. Well, this was strange. They were told that there were at least a hundred people on this island. The figure sighed and turned, checking in one final time with Headquarters before this mission actually started.

"HQ, this is officer 109, we've reached the drop point without any complications. Preparing to enter enemy ground in T-90 seconds," a female voice spoke into her comlink as she tightened the straps on one of the specialized gloves of her combat suit. Besides her, two other larger figures were checking their weapons, the soft _shick, shick_ of metal against metal unnaturally loud in the cabin of the aircraft they all rode. They stayed silent as their teammate communicated with their Commander.

_"Copy 109. 113, 117, keep an eye out for anything unusual. I expected some type of retaliation from them by now, but it appears as if they are either waiting for you three, or just didn't see you, which is highly unlikely. Be on your toes, and remember your mission. Find out why all those planes and boats went MIA,"_ a gruff male spoke into the communication system, his voice distorted over the long distance. The three operatives confirmed their mission and cut communications with HQ for the time being.

"119, copy. Out."

"113, copy. Out."

"117, copy. Out."

All three climbed into the cockpits of huge machines, Said huge machines coming alive to secure their riders and provide for their safety. The figures maneuvered over to the jump door and dropped from the invisible WASP carrier and landed in the dense brush of the jungle-esque island after a short free-fall. The heavy mechanical bodies crashed easily through the dense multi-layered canopy, protecting the figures inside them from the snapping branches and stiff leaves. All three landed almost at the same time, in the same position – one knee down on the ground, the opposite hand bracing the huge form. Dust and rocks shot up from the large impact, partially obscuring the forms of Olympus ESWAT landmates. The one with a different head than the other two got up first and hoisted his oversized Seburo Cento-Master onto his shoulder with one of his bigger arms and activated his personal comlink.

"What's up with this? How can so many heavily armed vessels and aircrafts just up and vanish when we get in without even air turbulence?"

The figure in the middle got up and tilted its head slightly. "Beats me," came the female voice from before. "I thought all this disappearing stuff ended when they figured out the game at the Bermuda Triangle."

The third figure finally stood, his voice similar to that of the first, only lacking a slight mechanical touch. "Yeah, well we're probably expected. Best not keep them waiting, hmm?"

The other two figures nodded and all three turned as a single unit and made their way through the heavy foliage, careful to leave as little of a trail as possible while maximizing on speed.

"What's this?" The first figure got sidetracked with a mark on a tree. Kneeling besides the tree trunk, he called to his other two partners. "Hey, Deunan, Tereus, get over here and look at this."

"What is it Briareos?" came the female voice. She knelt carefully next to her partner and analyzed the markings on the tree quickly but thoroughly.

Deep gouges bit into the very heart of the tree, while lighter scrapes decorated the surrounding area with a distinct pattern. "Looks like a serrated hunting knife. Probably an antique, seeing as how those things aren't made like that anymore." the female voice said. The final voice spoke up from behind the duo.

"My question is, who was using it?" the third voice called from behind the two. The female turned around.

"What do you mean Tereus?"

"He means, Deunan," Briareos said, easily making the same connections his clone had, "that this wasn't done with a landmate. The knife marks are too small and too low down for the machine to make if it was made in the heat of battle, and there aren't any other marks of battle around; but they're deep, meaning whoever did this is either an insanely strong human or bioroid, or a cyborg."

"Right," Tereus agreed. Deunan hissed in annoyance.

"Probably a cyborg. Great. Probably all tricked out too," she groused as she got up and looked due east. Just their luck. Frankly, Deunan had had a lifetime's worth of homicidal cyborgs crammed into the past year. Halcon was bad enough, and they all nearly died that time. She was not eager to get mixed up with another. "Come on then boys; let's go meet our new friend."

Both males nodded and followed as Deunan took point and charged through the trees. After all, even if they weren't right and it was a human or bioroid, they wouldn't have already known of the trio's presence yet, so no sense in letting themselves get spotted. Despite the fact that you just can't miss three huge landmates falling out of the sky. So much for stealth.

Deunan Knute, ESWAT hostage rescue operative at 34 years old, kept her eyes on her panoramic projection screens inside her personalized landmate, her short-cropped blond hair held back by her headband that doubled as a comlink and vision goggles. She urged her landmate into a faster pace, despite all the trees and branches in her way. To her left, her cyborg partner and lover Briareos, age 43 ESWAT wingman, was hot on her trail, his mechanical side giving him the advantage of eight eyes instead of just two. He used one of his landmate's arms to push a large fallen tree out of their way to save time and keep them under the cover of the trees. And behind him, Briareos' bioroid clone Tereus took care of watching their six. Nothing ever riled that man, ever, so it would make a weird but valid kind of sense that he watched their back, as nothing could ever really surprise him. He may have only technically been a year old chronologically, but his 26 year old body kept up easily with her and Briareos as her other ESWAT wingman.

"Who do you think is doing all of this?" Deunan asked through the private line all three shared. "I mean what could have been on all of those carriers that one person would want so badly? And why would they have to go through all the trouble to make the entire craft disappear? And-"

"Easy Deunan," Tereus said as he pushed his landmate off of the ground to avoid a small gorge in the landscape. "We'll get our answers later, if all goes to plan."

"Worst comes to worst, you'll get a good fight either way, you hellcat," Briareos mocked. Deunan scowled at her monitors inside the cockpit, wishing she could stick her tongue out at her partners for them to see. But no matter, at the moment the hardest job for her was maneuvering her two ton landmate through this maze of trees.

Ten minutes later the three teammates came upon a tree line to see a fully operational and high-tech center. One second they were looking at nothing but dense underbrush, the next they could see bright lights everywhere. At least three stories towered up towards the treetops, and everything was lit up like it was one big LED lamp. Even from over a hundred meters back, the team could make out the insanely expensive security system hidden in the innocent-looking twenty-foot-tall barbed wire fence, which was probably crawling with electricity should someone decide to try and climb it.

"Shit, that was probably a holographic cloaking grid we just crossed," Deunan said.

"Yeah," Briareos agreed. "We probably just tripped a bunch of sensors. Let's be careful from here on in."

Tereus took this chance to update their team leader about this. Lord knew, it was things like this that could make Lance call off the entire mission if he deemed it too dangerous. "117 to HQ, status update. We're assuming that there is at least one cyborg on the island, and have come across a military-grade facility with impressive protection, approximately 165000 square feet and extremely well lit. We didn't even notice it as we were coming in, meaning they have a cloaking device powerful enough to hide all of it and we went through it on our way over. If they're smart at all, they would have equipped it with an alarm for when the cloak barrier was breached. Do we attempt to infiltrate?" Tereus gave their current situation back to Headquarters.

_"Can you gather anything of use from your current position?"_ Lance asked, seriousness dripping from his voice.

Tereus looked over at his teammates, not at all surprised to see that Briareos was already wirelessly trying to hack into the place's mainframe, his Hecatonchires cyborg systems manipulating not only himself and his landmate but breaking into the highly fortified camp. After a minute, however, he came up out of his hacking attempts and shook his head.

"Negative, HQ. They apparently have a system firewall or an anti-hacking signal around the compound strong enough to keep 113 from reaching any important data without risk of compromising himself."

"109 to HQ, can't we just fly in and take over the system?" Deunan all but whined.

_"Negative, 109. Even if your presence is known to be on the island, maintain as much stealth as you can. We need this info, yes, but we also don't need a mini war with whoever is living there, and we definitely don't need any of you captured or dead. Dismount and proceed on foot with the cloaking shield Yoshitsune gave you."_ Lance sounded like he wanted to pull his hair out because of how many times he had to deal with Deunan's impulsiveness. Said woman huffed at her superior but said no more.

"Copy," all three said at once as they all dismounted from their landmates.

Deunan sighed again and grabbed her Bobson automatic pistol and Colt M1911 handgun, holstering them on her thighs before slinging her Gong over her shoulder and strapping on a belt with extra magazines for each onto her hips. Grabbing her cloaking patch last, she slapped it onto her chest and turned to her two wingmen, who were also armed and ready to go. Well, she assumed they were, as they bad both donned their cloaking patches as well. Deunan took a deep breath and relaxed her body. Time to get serious.

* * *

><p>So. What'cha think?<p>

Again, first chapter, so nothing too terribly important has happened yet. But in a chapter or two it'll pick up, I promise.

Chronologically, this takes place after Ex Machina, about a year or two later, but I am taking some elements from the anime and the manga. None of those I own, by the way.

Remember, I'm open to chat with all the time. Meanwhile, like, favorite, and review me!

Take care!


	2. Rescue

**Update: April 10th, 2016**

So I finished editing this chapter, so I'm going to get this out of the way now. Again, no cameos yet. The plot starts in another chapter, but you get a bit of the background here. So as to not keep you any longer, I will proceed with the disclaimer.

Oh, before I do that, if you happen across any of my other stories, note that the completed ones are not going to be touched. The incomplete ones are going to be rewritten and finished along with this story. Now on to the disclaimer.

Disclaimer: я не являюсь владельцем Яблочное (phonetic pronounciation: ya ne yavlyayus' vladel'tsem Yablochnoye) (Russian)

* * *

><p>Deunan switched back to her team's personal line and got their attention.<p>

"Do we use our x-ray scope? At least then we can see each other while we navigate the compound," she asked.

"Not yet," Briareos answered. "We don't know how long we'll be in there, so best save it for when we most need it."

"Alright, well then I can see a huge boulder right to my left, about seventy feet away, dead east. I can get into the trees from there and make my way over to the top of the fence about two minutes further, because the tree line is closer to the fence over there. We can all just hop over without running the risk of touching an electric current running through the wire."

"Gotcha," came Tereus. "I'll stay to your eight-"

"And I'll stay to your four," Briareos finished. Deunan couldn't help but giggle at their twin-like quirks. It was just too funny! Even in this mission alone, they already finished each other's sentences, moved at the same time, and thought alike. She paused a moment, thinking on how Tereus inherited not only Briareos' looks prior to his re-commission as a cyborg, but also some of his old habits and intuition. It was almost as if the two of them shared a brain, and between them had a human brain, cyborg AI unit, and the repressed emotions of a bioroid. The complete package. She was damned lucky to have the two of them watching her back.

"Alright girl," Briareos warned, noticing her slight change in demeanor from her silence. "Time to go. Let us know when we're clear to follow you."

"Right," Deunan said as she jumped to the top of the boulder and used it as a launch point into the thick branches of the trees. She continued for a few seconds before sending her boys an "all clear, I'm headed due east-southeast," and taking off in that direction, jumping and swinging from branch to branch. Soon enough she heard Briareos to her right and Tereus to her left, both a bit behind for fear of running her over. They were following her solely by the noise she was making, so she gave them a break and hit a few leaves along the way in order to mark her path out. Eventually, the tree line overlapped with the fencing, which was so alive with electricity they could smell it as they passed.

"Bri, you okay? That didn't mess with your sensors did it?" Deunan asked as the three of them landed on a white concrete floor on the opposite side of the fence. From where they were, even if they weren't in camo mode, no one could see them without being spotted first. No windows or security cameras graced what appeared to be the back wall of the compound.

"Nah, I'm tight. Let's keep going," he responded. All three of them put on their goggles and triggered the night vision/x-ray/heat sensor lenses, finally letting them see each other, in a sense. From here on in, they would communicate via hand signals or low whispers, if they could afford it. Briareos had the luxury of sending text messages in lieu of verbal or physical communication with little more than a thought thanks to his AI unit. Deunan motioned towards a sliding glass door with a sensor pad to its left. Briareos nodded and headed straight for the pad while Deunan and Tereus covered him.

Briareos took one of his auxiliary chords from the nest of them at the back of his neck and hooked himself up into the keypad, searching for the correct access code to trigger the unlock sequence. A multitude of number sets slid across his field of vision before the door slid open with a soft whisper and they slipped in, Deunan taking point again. They found themselves in a long white corridor with multiple doors to either side, branching hallways placed seemingly at random or at convenience. Using their goggles, they knew to avoid certain rooms with heat signatures and which rooms to duck into on the off chance someone came down the hall. But for now, with the hallway empty, they took the chance to send in a status again.

"113 to HQ, we're inside the facility. Any particular moves you want us to make?" Briareos checked in, but got nothing but static. "113 to HQ, do you read?" he tried again before cursing when he got more static. "Damnit, there's a jamming signal. We have no backup, you two, keep an eye out."

"Rodger," came two quiet replies. Deunan carefully took a step forward, then another, and another, before walking down the hall, checking empty rooms and hallways with Bri and Tereus on her tail. It took her seven doors before she stumbled into the gold mine of information.

It was a computer lab, about the size of a large bedroom, with the walls absolutely covered with all types of charts and maps, diagrams and notes, all overlapping one another, making a rather interesting wallpaper. A large table sat in the very center of the room, with more of the same littered across its expansive top. The computers were placed on the perimeter of the room, making an inverted U surrounding the table, in two lines. Multiple printers were shoved in the corners next to file cabinets and boxes of what one could only assume were more papers.

"Bri, get your ass in here and plug into one of these computers. Try to override them so we can get the fuck out of here," Deunan said as she started taking pictures of the information on the desk while Tereus stayed by the door as lookout. Deunan registered the heat of her lover come up beside her and do just what she said, but paid him no more attention than that.

"What the…" Deunan murmured to herself as she paused to read some of the info she was capturing. "Guys, these are notes on bio-molecular structure. Basic composition of human anatomy." She temporarily deactivated her cloaking patch and flipped through some of the pages. "And nanobot technology?"

Both Tereus and Briareos followed her lead and deactivated their patches as well. Tereus looked over to the wall to his left and started back in surprise. "Over here are performance records. Lots of them. But seven are far superior to all the others. Whoever they are, they're on our level."

By now Briareos had hacked into the main computer and was giving them some details.

"Looks like the place is a super-secret research facility, run by a Dr. Circe Marklon? Apparently a bio-medical and bio-technical major, PhD, started in extreme cyborg re-commissioning right out of med school in Olympus. She joined after you and I came, Deunan, and was famous for her precise work with creating and repairing cyborgs. She used to work with that fucker Kestner, but left the program and went off the medical grid years before the Halcon incident. For some reason she packed up and left Olympus after and-"

Both Tereus and Deunan looked over at him.

"And what?" Tereus asked.

"I don't know. It just cuts off there. I can't find any more data on her."

"Well, try to find all those missing crafts," Deunan said. "Let's get that out of the way now."

"Already on it. Yeah, they were shot down and brought in here, all 23 crafts. A whole lot of high tech stuff too. Probably why they asked for ESWAT to step in. This is like the stuff needed to make cyborgs and machines, which would explain all the random notes you two found."

"Well that answers my earlier question," Deunan said, referring to the inquiries she had made at the start of this mission. "But why go through all the trouble of stealing all of this stuff instead of going through the legal methods?"

"My guess," interjected Tereus, "is that whatever they were doing wouldn't pass most international transport protocols. How many cyborgs can they make with the stolen tech, Briareos?"

"A lot of them, according to the majority of the manifests. There should have been enough parts to make at least thirty cyborgs."

Deunan scoffed. "Yeah, that definitely wouldn't fly with Athena. She'd have had this place shut down ages ago if she knew what was going on here."

"They're trying to make an army of cyborgs?" Tereus asked. "Why?"

"It'll be easier for them to control personally handmade cyborgs is my guess. Why recruit someone who might turn on you when you can make one with all the back doors and self-destruct codes you could ever need?" Briareos muttered.

"Christ, you're such a cynic," Deunan groused. Just then, murmurs entered the main hallway. All three team members looked toward the closed door they were behind; both Deunan and Tereus readied their guns quickly and aimed for the door. The voice of a harried young man carried through as he stopped in front of the room they were in.

"…yes, but then we would have to re-calibrate her entire system from the ground up, Circe. It would take a week before she would regain consciousness, another month before she could leave the bed. And that's _if_ she survives another overhaul."

"What are they talking about Bri?" Deunan hissed at her partner, never taking here eyes off of the closed door.

"I'm looking…got it. They have a girl here, about 21, some advanced form of cyborg. No name, no family history, nothing else really other than she's a 21-year-old special cyborg girl."

"I don't care, Charles, don't you see?" came a second feminine voice from outside. "She's survived this much, we can't stop now. We're on the edge of success! Go now and prep her in the stasis tank. We start the procedure tonight. And she doesn't leave until the _entire_ procedure is completed."

Briareos continued in a softer whisper as the two voices continued to argue loudly outside, confident the comlink could pick his voice up. "She was seven when they first started working on her, despite her being perfectly healthy-"

"They _what?!"_ Deunan spun around to glare at Briareos and snarled. How could they put a child through cybernetic grafting at seven?! And she had absolutely no reason to be changed in the first place? Tereus kept his focus on the door, but put a placating hand on her shoulder, spinning her back to the door as well at the same time.

"Deunan, cool it," he hissed at her. "We can't get caught, remember?"

Briareos kept talking. "Hold on, looks like the girl wasn't originally from here. Something about bringing her in from the badlands. They must have brought her in somehow."

The first male voice outside positively _screamed_ at Circe. "But this could kill the girl Circe! All these years, all the hard work, all of the failures culminated in this _one_ girl! If we lose here, we'd be right back at square one, and we would have to go through _another_ whole batch of children -"

"They're turning her into some kind of war machine, meant _s-agh!"_ Briareos quickly disconnected from the computer and put a hand to his head, shaking off a wave of fuzziness. His visuals cut in and out as his antivirus programming tried to fight off the invading self-defense program he had run into.

Now Tereus and Deunan both turned to the third member of their party, both worried about their friend and that whoever was outside might have heard him.

"Bri? Bri, you okay?" Deunan asked.

"Circe! There's been a security breach from the east side of the compound!" a third male voice came down the hall, interrupting the two arguing outside their door.

"Someone's hacked into the system, Circe! Unauthorized access to level ten sensitive documents," another female came from the other end of the hall.

Briareos got up and pulled out his gun. "Yeah, fine. The info was being erased as I was looking through it. They know we're here."

An aggravated sigh reached through the door. "I don't have time for this bullshit," the second voice, Circe, muttered. "You! Go and find the intruders and have them brought to the G2 Interrogation rooms. If there's more than one, separate them as far as you can." The second male voice offered a 'right away ma'am,' and disappeared from the hall as Circe continued to bark out orders. "You, triple the security on the backup files and erase the corrupted files." The second female voice offered a hurried 'yes ma'am,' and rushed past the door. "And _you,"_ Circe continued in a venomous tone, "come with me. We are going to begin preparations for the operation _immediately."_

The voices receded down the far end of the hall and were long gone before the three could breathe easy again.

"Crap, this is a mess," Briareos said as he checked for system damages. "That nearly cost me my antivirus program."

"Sorry, Briareos," Tereus said.

"You two do realize that we need to get that girl out of here," Deunan pulled them back to more urgent matters.

"Not a rat's chance in hell," Tereus snapped. "If she's a cyborg and has had upgrades since she was fucking _seven,_ she's probably so far out of our league that we couldn't hope to compare. Not to mention the fact that she was practically raised here, in this hellhole. She's going to be a danger and a complication that we don't need if we want to get out of here in one piece."

Briareos considered his girlfriend for a moment. He, of course, knew Tereus was logically correct. However, he also knew from experience that she was not going to give up this fight easily. There was just something about Deunan; she just had to step in to help a victimized person, the only exception being if that victimized person was voluntarily trying to destroy what she loved. "Deunan," he started, "if there's even the _slightest_ chance that we get her out of here, what's to say she won't just turn on us and attack us while we're in the air? Or what if she got loose? Are you really prepared to take responsibility if we manage to let a killing machine loose on the world?"

"Yeah, but…" Deunan started. How could they just leave the girl here? She didn't ask to be changed, after all. She turned to the other member of her team. "Tereus, we can't just leave her. We just can't. This isn't any life for anyone. And we, of all people, would know how hard it is to live in this world when you're only being used as a tool."

Deunan glared at her two partners, her resolve strengthened as she remembered how her father pushed her to become a fighter. Sure, he was an asshole at times, but he did it out of love. This girl didn't have that luxury. She was being used to kill solely for the whims of others.

"I am an ESWAT hostage rescuer, and you two are my wingmen. So I am rescuing this hostage and you two are backing me up. We clear?"

Both Briareos and Tereus looked at the petite woman in front of them, then at each other. This girl was something else, she really was.

"You do realize, of course, that with no way to talk to HQ, we can't exactly say we had a justifiable reason to take her with us," Briareos said.

"We do if she was the one shooting all those planes and ships down," Deunan shot back with a hand on her hip.

Tereus sighed and ran a hand through his hair. He had the feeling he was going to regret agreeing to this. "Okay, okay, let's get her."

"Glad you see it my way," Deunan said with a smirk. "The sooner we get her, the better off all of us will be."

"Yeah," Briareos nodded. "If they try a full system reset now, especially with the amount of high tech that girl has on her, she very well could end up dead in the middle of whatever procedure they have lined up for her."

"Alright then, let's go," Tereus said, nodding towards the door.

All three re-activated their cloaking patches and Deunan checked the hall before bolting down a different hallway than the two sets of voices.

"Briareos did you happen across where they keep her?" she asked.

"Yeah, fourth floor down, room all the way at the end of the compound, north side."

"Crap," Deunan cursed. "Couldn't have been farther from the landmates if they tried, huh."

"Elevator shaft to our left," Tereus said a second later. Deunan put the silencer on her Gong and shot the control panel while Briareos forced open the doors, letting his two partners grasp the cables and slide down four floors first before following along the wall and forcing open the door again.

"Move it you two, she's to your right. I'll keep the escape route clear," he ordered.

"Gotcha," Tereus said as he swung himself out of the shaft, Deunan hot on his tail. Briareos would hold the door open until they got back, unless someone came. In which case, he would let the doors close and keep hidden until it was safe to come out again.

Deunan shot ahead of Tereus as he swept the floor with his heat sensing goggles. True to Briareos' word, there was a door right at the end of the North hallway with a keypad. Deunan slung her Gong back over her shoulder and took out a PA unit and hooked it up to the door panel.

"I'm going to hack in and override the door and security alarm, so it'll just look like someone came to get her. You need to get her out in two minutes before I lose the connection, got it? I'm generally crap at this stuff, but I can manage that much," she said as she unscrewed the top of the keypad and pulled wires out from the top of the PA unit, hooking them into the system controlling the door. She started furiously typing on the PA unit, unconsciously biting her lip.

"Got it," Tereus said, still watching Deunan's back and wishing they had at least a little bit of backup instead of each of them splitting up. It bothered him to leave one of his teammates behind without someone to watch his six, even if that teammate had eight friggin' eyes and the single most advanced AI unit he's ever seen. But to leave Deunan open really but him off balance. Between him and Briareos, at least one of them always looked out for her. But in this case, he couldn't switch places with her, if only because he was worse with electronics than Deunan claimed to be.

"You're up," Deunan said, typing away at the PA unit, making the doors slide open for him. Tereus nodded and jogged into the room.

* * *

><p>I just realized that the cameo game will only work if people review during the time that I'm uploading chapters. If this story is already completed when you find it and you still want to play, the rules are the same. If you want your requestprize announced, I will happily update the chapters to add your name in.

Anyway, this is the start of the mission. My OC will be appearing next chapter, and I'm going to be honest. I based her appearance off of my actual appearance. Her attitude is almost exactly opposite mine though. Anyway, until next time, like, follow, and review me! Stay safe!


	3. Escape

**Update: April 11th, 2016**

I need to slow down with the updates, really. Any faster and I'll run through all my chapters in no time.

Anyway.

Hello again, and welcome back to _Partners!_ My OC is introduced today, so I hope you like her. I will eventually post a picture of her on my Deviantart account, but as of yet, she isn't finished.

You can probably guess that my OC is going to be the main female in this particular story, so eventually everything will switch to her point of view, with a few chapters flipping to Tereus, maybe even a few other characters' perspectives. Just keep in mind that in this story, everyone only sees what they see and knows what they know - which is probably going to be a lot less than the reader knows.

In any case, on to the disclaimer!

Disclaimer: δεν είμαι κύριος Appleseed (phonetic pronounciation: den eímai kýrios Appleseed) (Greek)

* * *

><p>Tereus skidded to a stop just past the doorway and inspected his surroundings. The standard-sized room was rather spacious, if only because it was empty of anything personal. The only adornments to the solid white room were a bed with pristine white sheets over a mattress in a steel frame, a closet with a solid white door and steel handle, and a nightstand also painted white. No window, as they were underground, but no TV, no computer, no books, nothing. It was like no one lived here at all.<p>

And no 21-year-old girl.

"Briareos, you sure this girl's room is at the end of the north wing, fourth floor down?" Tereus asked. His response was a text message; Briareos was using his AI to communicate probably because he was in a position where he couldn't talk without risk of being caught. The message appeared on the lower left of Tereus and Deunan's vision screens, overlapping with the visuals.

_113: Yeah, she's there. I can sense a cyborg at your location. But something feels off about her. Be on your toes._

Deunan was the one to ask, her voice coming through clearly over the comlinks. "Bri, what's going on at your end?"

_113: I'm okay; there are a lot of patrols on the grounds now. Our forced entry and hacking set them all off, remember? Be careful you two, and hurry this up. Our patches won't last more than fifteen minutes, max._

Tereus had just finished reading over Briareos' message when his entire body tensed up. The hair on the back of his neck stood on end, and he practically felt the adrenaline dump into his body. Something wasn't right.

Sheer instinct made him dodge to the right as a dart with some clear liquid flew by where the back of his neck had just been. Rolling and springing to his feet, Tereus spun around and readied his gun.

There, perched on top of the doorjamb, was his target. She was pretty, he decided, as he took in her lean figure balanced on that half-inch perch. Mocha skin, long hip-length hair was pulled back into a sloppy braid hanging over her shoulder with bangs framing her exotic face, tribal tattoos that pulsed and spun to an inaudible beat on her temple and arms and legs, and no other blow darts as far as he could see. She was dressed in a skintight black one piece suit, shorts ending mid-thigh and the top a simple tank.

"Who are you?" she asked, steely eyes cold and calculating, staring straight at him. But how was that possible? He was still invisible to everyone but people with x-ray or infrared scopes. As she spoke, Tereus caught a look at razor sharp teeth and wicked nails. He guessed that those were probably modified too, and not just for show.

"I'm a friend, and I'm trying to get you out of here," he moved and spoke slowly so as not to make too much noise and rile her up even further. Her black eyes followed his every step.

"I don't need, nor do I want, your help."

"Really. Then I suppose you intend to let the psychos out there take you in for a full-body work over?" Tereus thought he understood what Briareos meant when he said she was different. Something was… off about this girl. And until he figured it out, he needed to stall.

"Tereus, hurry that up. You have a minute left before you're both locked in," Deunan hissed at him. Tereus grit his teeth as he continued to stare at the girl. There just wasn't enough time to do anything right now. He needed to coax her out of this room, and then he could take care of his paranoia later.

"Listen," he said to the girl. "My team is ready and waiting to get you out of here, and then you can decide what you want to do from then on. But right now, just humor me?" He of course left out the part that while she may decide what she wants to do, it may or may not happen. But he had a feeling that she knew anyway.

The girl tensed for a fraction of a second before she sprung off of the tiny doorjamb ledge, back flipped, and stood straight. "I know about your friend outside my door. An impressive job hacking in, might I add, for someone who claims to be 'generally crap at this stuff'. And I know your other friend is waiting at the elevator shaft, avoiding a patrol of guards," she said right into the team's private comlink. All three started.

"How did you get onto this frequency without us knowing? And how did you know our positions?" demanded Briareos.

And that's when it hit Tereus. "Where's your metal? You're supposed to be a cyborg." Because as far as he could tell, the girl had no inorganic parts grafted to her flesh. None of his scopes, not even his x-ray, could pick up a trace of metal. But Briareos said he sensed a cyborg over here…

"Tereus, twenty seconds!" Deunan called.

The girl just continued to stare straight at Tereus. He kept her gaze steadily, both coiled tight as springs as they tried to read each other.

"Are you truly a cyborg, or do I just have the wrong girl?" Tereus asked.

"That is for me to know and you to attempt to find out," the girl answered.

"Ten seconds!" Deunan called from the hallway.

Finally the girl backed up towards the door. "Fine. I will go with you. You seem to have no ill will."

Tereus barely had the time to breathe a sigh of relief before he darted through the closing door after the girl. As soon as he was out, Deunan disconnected her PA and pocketed it. She sprang to her feet and grabbed her Gong. The other girl seemed completely unfazed, however, and simply took in the bright white hallways.

"Follow me. We should pick up a few things before we leave the compound."

Both Tereus and Deunan frowned. Follow a potential enemy through home territory? Did she think they were completely stupid? But it was Briareos who made the decision for them.

"Go with her," he said. "For the time being, she's the most knowledgeable of all of us, even with our scopes. We have to trust her."

"Alright, if you're sure," Deunan said, following the girl, who had headed down the corridor and down another two flights of stairs. Tereus tailed them both, watching their six. By the time the girl stopped, they were six floors underground.

"Here," the girl mumbled to herself, standing in front of a door. She punched in a code, and the door opened up easily for her, leading into a pool of tar-black. "Come in and pick out a set for yourselves and your other friend," she called out as she stepped into the tar and nearly disappeared. Both Tereus and Deunan hesitated for a second before entering. Once they did, the door slid shut behind them. The lights turned the pitch black into more dazzling white, blinding the human and bioroid for a moment. Yet when they looked up, the girl was inspecting a wall covered in firearms as if the sudden change in lighting didn't affect her.

"Do you need to restock on bullets?" she asked, not looking away from the wall in front of her and gesturing to the back wall as she picked up two Seburo Compact-eXploders and their thigh holsters along with four magazine clips from the back wall. Setting them all on a table in the middle of the room, she moved next to grab a belt of squibs and a few tiny metallic tubes. She debated a moment more before grabbing a Seburo M-23 as well as two of its magazines.

"Even if you don't want to restock on the bullets, a least take a sneak suit," she said to them as she walked to the opposite wall from where she started. On that wall there was a series of shelves with what looked like small black balls the size of a fist. The girl grabbed one and broke it apart, right down the middle, and the ball exploded around her, clinging to her skin and effectively turning her into a dense black shadow. Grabbing three more, she tossed two of them to Deunan and Tereus, even though they still had their sneak suits activated.

"Here. It's a smart polyester mesh coated in zinc, black, and nickel over copper, and covered in scales smaller than those of a butterfly's. It reacts to your thoughts, voice commands, or trigger combinations from your fingers. Watch. _Camouflage."_

Deunan and Tereus watched in astonishment as the black suit rippled and…then she was gone. But their heat sensors said she was still right there in front of them.

"Amazing," Deunan breathed as she deactivated her sneak suit and walked closer to the other female. As she circled around, she realized that the suit would only camouflage the area that could potentially be seen, in the girl's case, her front. Suddenly the entire suit went back to pitch black and she pointed to the one Deunan had in her hand. "Go ahead. Try it on. Just vocally tell it to go under your original suit so you can still get to your weapons."

Deunan looked at the little ball in her hand a second before letting her Gong hang by its strap. Taking a deep breath, she whispered the easy command to the black sphere and cracked it open. It surprisingly gave way easily, almost as if she were breaking a ball of clay in half. The next second, the black was all over her, seeping in through the kinks and tiny gaps in her ESWAT standard armor, momentarily blinding her. She could hear Tereus issue the same command to his suit. When her vision cleared, she could barely feel the air-light cloth practically clinging to her skin. This was an amazing piece of technology, Deunan noted as she tested her reflexes and reaction times with the added layer. It was like nothing had changed. The new suit didn't hinder her in any way; rather, it helped her move and cooled her down inside her stuffy ESWAT suit.

The girl, meanwhile, was loading herself down with weapons and gadgets. Everything she put on the table was strapped onto her somehow, and what couldn't be clipped or strapped on was put into little pockets created when the girl pinched a seemingly random spot on the black suit.

"You three going to hurry this up?" Briareos hissed at them. "We haven't got all night, you know."

"Yeah, we're coming Bri," Deunan answered as she nodded towards the door. Tereus was already there, checking both ends of the hall. The girl grabbed one more thing, an old katana, and slipped its sheathe over her shoulder. The old sword hung diagonally from her left hip to right shoulder, same as if she were wearing a long-range gun. Finally she ran past Tereus and down towards Briareos in the elevator shaft.

"A Hecatonchires AI unit? Used to create a cyborg? Impressive. I was told that none could adapt to them, as they were too much for any one person to handle," she said upon seeing Deunan's boyfriend.

"Yeah, well this AI unit is more than a little paranoid that this is too easy of an escape. Let's go you three." Briareos had pulled the cables of the elevator car to create a platform for them to travel up on, instead of climbing back up.

"Let me," the girl said, grabbing the cables with her covered hands.

"No offense," Briareos started, "but I don't think you can handle lifting this thing."

The girl simply ignored the cyborg and started pulling on the thick cables. The gears groaned in protest to the force, but eventually complied. The three ESWAT members stared at the girl as she forced the 2500+ lb. car to climb the six stories to the ground level without so much as straining herself.

"That's not possible…" Briareos murmured. "Even I had trouble lowering the damned thing. It would be twice as hard to raise it up again, and she's half my size."

"My systems were designed to draw energy from outside sources and utilize that energy instead of expending my own," the girl said as they reached their stop. "If you could open up the doors?"

That shook Briareos out of his stupor. A little more wary of the newcomer, he did as he was bid and forced open the first floor doors again, letting Tereus and Deunan through before flipping himself through and holding it open for her. She didn't even glance over her shoulder, but instead pushed off the top of the elevator car and rolled through the elevator doors as the car fell back down the shaft.

"Where is your transportation?" she asked as she picked herself up off of the ground.

"Why don't we just show you," Tereus answered dryly, shooting the girl a look. The girl shrugged and gestured down the hall. Deunan took the lead, gun still at the ready, Tereus and the newcomer behind her, with Briareos in the rear. As a unit they all made their way back to the entrance they used almost an hour ago.

Briareos' sensors started going off rather urgently. "There's a squad coming this way-" he started.

"Yes, from the south wing. They won't intercept us before we reach the east exit, so they're going to try to shut down all entry and exit points and put the electrical dome over the compound. They hope to catch us as we leave," the girl finished, turning to face the south wing. She pulled out one of the tiny metallic tubes from her suit and opened it, shouldering her way past Briareos and Tereus. "Stay back, all of you, but especially the cyborg. This is the mechanical manifestation of hunger, and it stops for no one and nothing, save the emergency foam back at the armament room, or fire." And with that she popped the cap off the tube and let one tiny drop onto the floor before recapping it. The girl sighed and stood up, running past all three of the ESWAT teammates. "Let's go. You don't want to be here when that drop starts growing."

Deunan, Briareos, and Tereus didn't listen to her. They were too captivated by the tiny silver drop that the girl had left on the floor. It was barely larger than a coin, pulsing with its own heartbeat, shining like liquid mercury in the white light of the hallway. And then… it grew. Or expanded. Or spread out more. It was doing something in order to cover more area than it should have been able to cover.

Tereus took a step closer to take a look at the writhing mass. It _was…alive_ almost, and it kept expanding little by little, until…

A hole appeared, right in the middle of the silver puddle, and it grew as the silver mass spread out more. It was…_eating_ its way right through the floor. Though at least a foot of solid concrete, through the linoleum, through the metal support struts in the floor, and through the plaster ceiling of the floor below, until the hole was big enough to let Briareos fall through easily. And it kept getting bigger. The three took a hasty step back as the hole became a chasm, stretching from wall to wall.

"Holy shit…" Tereus heard Deunan mutter behind him as he watched the silver eat its way through the wall to his left. They hesitated a moment longer before darting after the girl, who merely glanced over her shoulder once Deunan caught up with her.

"Our transports are just outside the east of the compound," Deunan offered as they all turned a corner. The girl nodded and pulled out one of her larger squibs and lit it as they ran straight towards the already barricaded doors.

"Room to your left," she called out as she tossed the mini explosive and dove for the door she had mentioned. The other three followed her in right as the explosion rocked the compound, sending dust and debris all the way back down the hall and into the night. Tereus was the first to recover and glared at the girl.

"A little more warning next time, why don't you?" he ground out. Of all the nerve of that girl! She could have easily killed them all! And she had the nerve to _glare_ back at _him._

"And I suppose you had a better idea?" she challenged as she pulled herself off of the floor. Tereus scoffed and got up, pulling Deunan up with him.

"We need to get out, _now,"_ Briareos said. "Come on!"

* * *

><p>So this is chapter three. As of now, she is known as 'the girl' until further notice. I'll post a character analysis a few chapters later, at the end, for you to get to know her a little better.<p>

Wow. I really have nothing else to say other than the regular things.

Anywho.

Review, like, follow, share, and all that other good stuff!

Stay safe everyone!


	4. Redemption

**Update: April 14th, 2016**

New chapters abound! We get a new name for OC in this character, and the first cameo! I do happen to mention one place you can find this character, but there is another, much more contemporary reference. Guess it and you get a prize!

Personally, I don't really like the latter half of this chapter, only because that sort of stuff seems kind of _too_ happy-go-lucky. But Deunan really does act like this, and eventually does manage to make Briareos see her side and eventually agree with her.

But either way, I do hope that all of you like it!

Disclaimer: Aš neturiu savo Appleseed (Lithuanian)

* * *

><p>Tereus glared into the thick white dust that had sprung up around the crater created by the little bomb, grateful that he had his vision scopes. Briareos and the girl were to his left, and Deunan was a bit behind him to his right. He covered his mouth and pressed on though the crater, the others finding their way out a second later than he, and they all streaked across the back of the compound towards the landmates.<p>

"I'm wirelessly activating the landmates now so they're ready to go when we get there," Briareos said. _"You,_ missy, are riding with me," he continued to the new girl. She kept her focus on the high electric fence that surrounded the compound, but nodded to Briareos. She didn't even stop; she dashed right under the overhanging foliage and vaulted herself into the trees, clearing the fence in one leap. She grabbed a branch that hung parallel to the ground, and let her momentum swing her around. She let go as soon as she was vertical, and the next second, she was hanging upside down from the branch by her legs.

"Grab on. I'll swing you into the trees," she said. Deunan caught on first, dropping her Gong to hang by its strap again, and taking a running start to grab the girl's wrists. The girl caught Deunan easily, using the blonde's momentum to swing her up into the trees and out of sight.

"I'm good," she said into the comlink for her male teammates' sakes. "I'm heading on ahead, meet you all there."

"Deunan, wait-" Briareos started, but then cut himself off. There was no use in trying to tell her to come back or wait. That woman was a wildcat when she wanted to be. He sighed and copied his girlfriend's movements, ending up in the trees and chasing Deunan down. The girl hung from her knees again and gave Tereus a look.

"Come on, they're starting to raise the electrical dome," the girl urged Tereus.

Tereus just stared at her, wondering what in the nine levels of hell she was. How could a girl her size do anything she just did without any serious visual cyborg parts? What the heck was she?

"Tereus, _now!"_ Deunan called out into their comlink, voice as sharp as her blade. _That_ woke him up. Finally Tereus let himself be swung into the trees. He barely had to wait a second before the girl appeared on the tree limb next to his, and he led the girl back through the trees, toward the landmates. Ten minutes later, he dropped next to his landmate and quickly disarmed himself and resettled himself into the cockpit. He caught a glimpse of the girl jumping onto Briareos' landmate's back with her gun in hand.

"Magnetic, waist down," she said to no one in particular. Then to Briareos, "Does this mess with any of your systems?"

"Nope, you're good," Briareos said as he took off. The girl was stuck to the outer shell of the landmate, even though her hands weren't gripping anything. That's when Tereus realized that she had commanded the suit to stick herself to the back of the landmate from the waist down with an artificial magnetic force field, and was checking if the landmate was impaired because of it.

"Guys, we have company," Deunan said as an entire platoon of landmates took off from the rooftop of the compound.

"Fucking hell," Tereus cursed as he readied his gun.

"Don't shoot," the girl called from Briareos' back. "They can't see us, so no need to call attention to ourselves. Just stay below the tree line and make as little of a disturbance as possible."

"Are you sure they don't have scanners that can pick us up?" Briareos asked.

"Positive," she replied. "They used anything of value on their projects. Those are just landmates we got from the ships and planes that were taken out. Circe stripped them of anything valuable and used them on her creations; they aren't equipped for an actual pursuit, and the compound never had any guns big enough for those things to use either way. They were used to carry large loads."

"So quiet and invisible, huh?" Deunan chuckled wryly. "Not my style, but if it gets us out of here, I'll take it."

"117 to HQ, do you copy?" Tereus tried a check in with their team leader as all three took off towards their pickup point.

"_Copy, 117. Where the hell were you all? What's going on?_" their team leader demanded.

"113 to HQ. Once we infiltrated the compound by foot our signal was jammed. We found out that all those missing planes and boats were shot down and brought into the facility. All 23 of them were carrying some cyborg parts," Briareos checked in, dodging a low-hanging branch. The newcomer on his back deftly detached herself from the back of his landmate and jumped over the branch, back flipping, and ending up right back where she started.

"109 to HQ," Deunan checked in last. "The facility is a research center base. We suspect that they're building an army of cyborgs for their own purposes. We also think that we have one of those cyborgs in our custody and are returning now."

"_You just_ love_ taking souvenirs with you from every mission, don't you 109?_" their team leader sighed. "_Alright, bring the cyborg you apprehended in. Anything else I should know?_"

"Yeah," Deunan continued. "Apparently the defenses were high because their military power is minimal. They only have landmates, and none of them are equipped for pursuit or have firearms."

"Tell your HQ that I was one of the ones who shot down those carriers," the girl called from Briareos' back. "And that there are six other combat-ready cyborgs in stasis back at the lab. If I know my creator, she's going to send them all after me at one point or another."

All three ESWAT members looked over at the girl.

"That can't be possible," Briareos said. "I could sense you as the only cyborg presence on the island, aside from myself. Even if they were asleep or in stasis, I would have found them."

"Well then you would be correct, I suppose, if your definition of cyborg was strictly a sentient or conscious being, almost exclusively human in origin, that now relies on a great deal of machinery or unnatural devices to remain alive. These creatures weren't human to begin with. They were built from the ground up, unlike me. I was the only successful cyborg to come out of this place."

_"What?"_ Tereus couldn't believe it. "I knew this would be trouble. 117 to HQ, we just found out that the cyborg hostage we have was one of seven who shot down those carriers, but the other six are really combat-ready machines. She is the only true cyborg on the island, aside from 113."

"_Damn it,_" their team leader cursed. "_Make sure that hostage is secured, you three, and hurry back over here. She's going to be taken to the max-security isolation ward until we figure out what to do with her_."

"Copy," all three members stated just as they reached their designated pickup spot on the far west shore of the island.

"Where's the WASP?" Deunan asked, scanning the black skies for the huge aircraft.. But, of course, it was in camo mode, making it impossible for her to see it with her eyes.

"Coming in fast from your 3," Briareos said. His own sensors had picked up the secure radio signals that the other members of his team could not detect.

"Got it," she responded, taking off to meet the WASP, Briareos and Tereus following after her.

Once they were safe in the carrier and dismounted, all three stood around their hostage, who had disengaged herself from the back of Briareos' landmate and seated herself in the corner of the craft and was staring out the window.

"Well, now that we're out of the hot seat for the time being, why don't we introduce ourselves?" Briareos said, letting his hands hang loose at his sides after putting away his J9. He was probably banking on the fact that he could draw one of his smaller handguns in a second, though. Tereus wasn't that comfortable with a potential hostile a few feet away from him, though, and kept his own MN-23 in his hands. Deunan was the brave – or stupid – one to holster all her weapons and crossed her arms.

The girl sighed slightly, still looking outside, and leaned back into the seat. "My name is Artemis, and I am an Android-Cyborg hybrid."

"Android? What is that?" Deunan asked.

"A robot that looks like a human. That's what the other six units at the base are called. Androids One through Six. All those cyborg parts that were on those carriers weren't grafted to human flesh, but rather used to build their own humans from the ground up. I remember watching the tech teams working long into the night as a little girl."

"So the how are you an Android-Cyborg hybrid? You look as normal as any other human, but my sensors are still insisting that you're part machine," Briareos asked.

"I am cyborg in the sense that I am part machine and part human. I am android in the sense that I was rebuilt from the ground up. I am exactly half human and half machine, from all the way down to the cellular-molecular level. That is why I still look and feel human, but my strength, senses, and intellect rival that of your own, Briareos."

"So that Circe woman essentially had you broken to pieces and put together again with half nanobot technology? Is that what you're saying?" Tereus demanded.

"That's the less technical way to say it, yes," Artemis said. "Circe remade me to become a killing machine. She was meticulous in making me the perfect warrior, was the one who trained me, if not by her own hands." Artemis paused for a second. "The people on board those crafts were used to test my abilities."

"You did _what!?"_ Tereus hissed. "How many innocent people did you kill?!"

She was silent a long moment. The three man team stared at her as she hung her head and held incredibly still. If it wasn't for her shallow breathing, they would have thought she was dead. "Hundreds," Artemis finally whispered in a small voice. "Hundreds of people."

And that's when Deunan saw red. "How could you?! Every one of those people had lives to get back to! They all had a reason to live!" She was near livid, her hands automatically going for her knife at her back. And it would have ended up in Artemis's neck had both Briareos and Tereus not grabbed her forearms.

"If I didn't do it, Circe would have them killed anyway, and make them suffer as well! I found it more humane to give them a swift ending, as that was the only way they would ever leave the island," Artemis snapped back. "Believe me, if I had another option, I would have taken it. But she is a cunning woman, always insuring that she would win in the end," she ended in a whisper.

Artemis hung her head. '_All those children she brought in… All so small and scared…I was the only one…the only one who lived…_' Her voice cracked as she spoke. "If I could have saved any of them, I would have, I swear to you. Circe…she is almost like the sorceress from whom she got her name from. Cold-blooded and ruthless, as well as smart and calculating. She could do anything she truly set her mind to, making the impossible extremely possible by any means necessary."

All three ESWAT members were silent, processing this information slowly. Deunan spoke next, her tone completely changed from before.

"So all these years you had upgrades and work-overs, gained all this power, saw and hated all the bloodshed, and you still stayed? Why?" Deunan asked, truly confused. Artemis rested her elbows on her knees and stared at her hands.

"I can imagine that you guessed why Circe decided to create her killing machines instead of recruiting them. It's easier that way. The same rule applies to me. With a single word, she could shut my body down. The word acts like a kill switch on the back of a landmate, freezing my body while sending extreme pain signals up to my brain. Whenever I tried to run or rebelled, she locked me in stasis for days, weeks, even two full months one time. After a while, I just stopped trying to get away, instead biding my time until she messed up."

"She really was using you," Deunan whispered.

"Yes, she thinks of me as her prize creation more than a living being," Artemis said as she tightened a fist, remembering all the years she spent as a killer. "I learned to act like they did in order to survive. I hoped and prayed for an opening, and you gave me that chance. I am indebted to you."

"Well that may be the case, but our captain back at HQ still thinks you to be armed and dangerous. Once we land, you are to be taken to the max-security isolation ward and held there until further notice," Tereus said in a clipped tone. "We still have to hold you accountable for the fact that you took innocent lives."

"I understand," Artemis said quietly. Tereus gave her a cold look and turned to walk off, Deunan and Briareos staring after him.

"He's doing the whole hard-ass cop act again," Deunan noted, comparing her other partner's actions to that of the night he confronted Hitomi during the Halcon incident. Her boyfriend hummed in agreement.

"You can't really blame him though, can you. He just isn't made to accept that kind of stuff," Briareos said. The PA system clicked on in the carrier, the pilot's voice coming though.

"Approaching landing pad at ESWAT Headquarters," came the pilot's voice from the small speakers. Deunan turned back to the morose woman in front of her.

"Don't mind Tereus. He means well, he just has a weird way of showing it. We all do, actually. This one besides me has the habit of knocking me out of windows and off high platforms to save my skin," Deunan ended in a laugh as Briareos gave her what she had dubbed 'The Look'.

"Yeah, well you seem to enjoy putting me into those positions by jumping into them headfirst without looking, girl," he countered. Deunan decided to hell with professionalism and stuck her tongue out at him, pouting like a child. Briareos laughed, putting a hand on her head and ruffling her hair.

"All right, enough. We need to get to Lance and check in," Briareos said after a moment. He turned to Artemis and offered a hand. Said woman barely lifted her head. "He may think you armed and dangerous, but I'm convinced you're a friend. We'll put in a defensive word for you," he said.

Artemis stared up at the pair in slight shock. "But why? What benefit would you gain from helping me?"

Deunan pretended to consider this deeply. "Well, aside from all the inside info we could get out of you about Circe, and your firepower on the battlefield, we get a new friend out of it." She gave Artemis a smile. "Now come on, let's not give Lance a reason to not like you."

Artemis looked at them a moment longer before taking Briareos' hand and letting his huge bulk pull her thin frame to her feet. With a new determination she looked her new comrades in the eye and gave them a steadfast nod.

_'I will work to right the wrongdoings of my past.'_

* * *

><p>Again, the ending kinda doesn't sit well with me, but that's keeping in character.<p>

Speaking of, to explain Artemis' last statement. She's the kind of person that is logical and will always think of moral right and wrong. At this point, she understands that what she did is wrong, and what Circe and co. have done is wrong, but she isn't the type to offer help readily. She needs to _see_ that something is wrong, and then understand that it _really is_ wrong, before she helps.

Anyway, I digress.

Now, I will reveal the cameo of Circe! She can be found in Rick Riordan's Percy Jackson and the Olympians series. In this series, she turns men into guinea pigs and makes women beautiful and appreciated knowledge and magic and all that.

Artemis can also be found in Riordan's series, but barely there. She is Goddess of the Moon and of the Hunt, and has her own set of all-immortal-girl hunters. And in all honesty, I just chose the name for this OC because I happened to like the name Artemis.

Anyway, those are the big reveals! As usual, like, favorite, follow, and all of that good stuff! Until next time, stay safe!


	5. Tests

**Update: April 27, 2016**

So this has been a long time coming, but I've been working on editing No Ordinary Girl more than anything else these past few days, and it's taken a lot longer than I had intended, because creative bursts come and go with me. With that story in particular I've been adding in far more detail than the original chapters have provided, so it's almost as if I'm writing a whole new fanfiction. I've also been doing the same to Seamstress to Star, but that one requires less time for some reason.

But anyway, I digress.

This new chapter is pretty easy, not too long, and in Tereus' point of view for the most part. It may seem like the POV drifts into Artemis', but it's predominantly Tereus thinking. Past that, I will let you all continue on to the chapters!

Disclaimer: 私はアップルシード所有していません (phonetic pronounciation: Watashi wa appurushīdo shoyū shite imasen) (Japanese)

* * *

><p>Tereus was waiting in the hallway leading out of the hanger, still fully geared up. His missions pack was at his feet, and he leaned against the steel grey walls with a glare etched on his face. He heard the WASP's airlock doors hiss open, and Deunan and Briareos stepped out of the WASP, the two of them flanking Artemis. He frowned and pinned the latter female with a cold stare as he waited for the group to reach him, and started walking to the debriefing room in front of them, effectively cutting the girl off from view.<p>

Tereus heard his other partners' easy banter and nearly scoffed. They shouldn't be so relaxed around a killer, yet it seemed ad though they were all already buddy-buddy or whatever. Frankly, he didn't care how close the newcomer and the other two members of his team got; as far as he was concerned, she was a threat, she had to be held accountable for all the lives she took, and that was the end of the discussion.

Tereus kept his eyes trained firmly ahead of him, paying more attention to the sound of combat boots on steel and the bright fluorescent lights that gave everything a white-blue tinge. The group passes a few other officers and Deunan and Briareos gave easy greetings. But Tereus barely gave a terse nod in the direction of anyone who talked to him. They took the hint - this was still part of his mission, and he wasn't stopping for anyone or anything. It took ten minutes and a myriad of twists and turns, but finally they reached the debriefing room. Tereus punched a quick pass code into the key pad besides the hydraulic door and waited for the soft hiss of the door opening.

When the four of them entered the debriefing room in the heart of HQ, Lance, and surprisingly Prime Minister Athena and her assistant Nike all turned to greet them. Keeping their current formation, the three ESWAT members snapped to attention.

"Well, this is certainly a pretty surprise you brought us, officer 109," Athena commented dryly. Deunan at least had the grace to look a bit ruffled by the jab at her tendency to do what wasn't asked of her. Athena stepped around Tereus, who took the liberty of stepping to the side, and stared at Artemis long and hard, her ruby eyes cutting into Artemis's chocolate ones. "Well? Who is she?"

"I am called Artemis, ma'am," the aforementioned girl said. "I am a molecularly modified Android-Cyborg hybrid specifically designed to be unmatched in combat and intellectually."

Athena didn't show any sign of this being news to her, but if it was, it was hidden behind her poker face. "Is that so," she mused. "Lance tells me that you were once human, but remade from the ground up and trained to kill. And from what one of my officers tells me, you have superhuman abilities. Tell me, Artemis, how did you come to be what you say you are?"

Artemis looked down for a moment and took a deep breath, her tattoos spinning at dizzying speeds. "I do not clearly remember anything prior to waking up in my creator, Circe's, lab almost fourteen years ago. I was seven, I believe. My first memory is her hovering over me, my body feeling foreign and unnatural. I could sense things - so many different things I felt overwhelmed at once. She taught me how to use my new side to its fullest extent, physically and mentally." She paused for a breath, and Tereus could feel her tense behind him. Athena had by now moved to the large screen at the front of the room and was looking at what he guessed were the files that Briareos had managed to download before he was forced out of Circe's system. "I was the only child of twenty five that survived the transformation. All the others either died on the operating table or were put down because of defects that caused them to become too difficult to handle. After the twenty fifth child died, Circe began the Android project, about six years ago, using the cyborg parts on those crafts to build herself a fully mechanical army. I was the one who shot down those ships and planes, and I was the one who killed all of their crews."

By now, Artemis's voice had dwindled to a soft whisper. Athena still stared at the screen, impassive as could be. It was Lance that spoke next.

"You do realize that the number of lives on your hands easily breaks into the hundreds, do you not?" he asked Artemis. She in turn nodded slightly.

"Three hundred and eighty seven, to be exact, yes, I am aware."

Deunan, the softhearted fool, cut into the conversation. "Sir, I realize that it isn't my place to speak, and that what I say is as far removed from any semblance of human empathy as can be, but she wasn't given much choice. It was either her eliminate them as humanely as possible, or Circe would have, and she wouldn't have been nearly as forgiving from what I've seen and heard. Artemis was caught between a rock and a hard place, Sir, and she did what she could with the little freedom she had."

"Be that as it may, 109, the bottom line is that she took innocent lives, many of them falling under Olympus citizenship. We cannot allow her to just walk away form that without repercussion," Lance replied.

"Ma'am," Artemis began, addressing Athena, "I am fully prepared to atone for each and every life I have taken, as well as receive any additional punishment you deem appropriate for my past actions. All I ask is the opportunity to prove my intentions." At this, Artemis bowed her head in deference to the woman who now held her life in a red-nailed hand.

"Hmm." Athena looked over at the subservient female in the middle of the room, awaiting her judgment. "I believe that you speak the truth. Very well, here is your verdict. I am appointing you a constant guard and putting a tracker on you. You cannot make a single move without someone knowing exactly what you are doing. And I am giving you a month trial period during which you will serve under ESWAT jurisdiction. At the end of that month I will decide what will happen from there. You will relay all of your abilities and modifications to Commander Lance. Am I clear?"

"As crystal, ma'am, and thank you for your faith in me. I will strive to make sure it wasn't misplaced," Artemis bowed lower, fully aware that what she was given was much more than she deserved. Athena looked on the girl and nodded, turning to leave with Nike in tow. Lance turned to the three ESWAT members in the room and pinned them with a hard stare.

"Alright, you three, you heard the Prime Minister. I'm leaving Artemis in your care, so if anything happens that shouldn't happen, you're partly responsible. And you," he said, turning to Artemis, "are getting an implant chip, not a cuff. While I don't doubt that you would probably cut it out of your body anyway, this theoretically inclines the wearer to leave it in as opposed to risking a near-fatal wound. Now," he said, turning and walking toward the mechanics lab where Yoshitsune was undoubtedly waiting, "come so we can get you scanned through. And we need a list if all your mods."

Artemis nodded and followed Lance out the door, with Tereus, Deunan, and Briareos behind her. When they reached the lab, the two men broke off and stood in the corners adjacent to the door while Deunan kept near Artemis as she pulled at the collar of her sneak suit. The entire thing peeled off her skin, almost as if she were a snake molting for the season, leaving her in her original black one piece suit. Her tattoos were still pulsing and spinning to some inaudible beat as she placed the now spherical sneak suit on a tray. Artemis turned to Yoshitsune and asked, "Does my regular suit have to go too? It's just spandex and cotton."

Yoshitsune had slid out from underneath whatever project he was working on, his face hands and blue hair streaked with oil and grease, and was staring incredulously at the woman in front of him, not believing his eyes. Not that Tereus couldn't understand; this was something so far from normal that he figured that anyone would have trouble processing something like this. She in turn gave Yoshitsune a prodding look, waiting for his answer. "For a cyborg modification scan."

Yoshitsune blinked and shook off his bewilderment. "Ah, no, you can-"

"Yes, it comes off," Lance cut in. "And 113, start that list on her mods."

Briareos nodded and turned to Artemis. She held his gaze for a moment before turning and stripping down even further, leaving her in her black sports bra and matching cotton underwear. Climbing onto a CAT scan table, she started rattling off all of her improvements as the bed slowly slid into the scanning chamber.

"My bones have been replaced with a lightweight titanium mesh that's threaded through ceramic bones, making them all highly resistant to high pressures, heat, cold, and breakage. My muscles have the same fibers running through them, fortifying them as well. These fibers also allow for data to be transferred directly to my secondary AI unit, made to rival the Hecatonchires. It also allows for overlays in my eyes, ears, and jaw; they allow for communication, x-ray, night, infrared, and identification scopes as well as a zoom and underwater sight of six hundred fathoms. My hearing rivals that of any night predator's, and I can control the sensitivities of my senses at will, even up to feeling your heart beats from where I lay now or barely feeling an explosion within ten feet of my current position. My nails hold hydroponic needles, which could be used to hold any number of solutions, from a light sleeping potion to a lethal poison capable of killing in seconds. The needles are released by bending my fingers back at the first knuckle then extending the finger. My nails can also grow up to four feet at will, hardening to rival a diamond-tipped knife. There are nanobot implants in my blood that fight infection and counter poison as well as quickly repair damage to any part of my body, provided that I'm not missing a huge piece of me. However, all of these modifications need energy to run, so I draw energy from the surrounding environment and organisms. My tattoos are identification markers, and are synced to my heartbeat. And Commander? Have someone cut a square off the back of my neck, right above the third upper thoracic vertebrae. Circe's tracker is off for now, but once she activates it again she'll know where I am."

"That all?" Briareos asked, somewhat sarcastically.

"Aside from the fact that my AI learns during every battle, yes. But then again, I suppose you knew that, having an AI yourself," Artemis answered in the same mocking tone. Lance gave Artemis a flat look and turned to Tereus.

"117, get that chip off of her."

Tereus nodded and walked over to Artemis, picking up a surgical scalpel on the way. She sat up and turned her back to him, exposing the large flash tattoo across her shoulders. Pulling her long braid over her shoulder, she guided Tereus to the chip.

"You should be able to see a small light just under my skin. Use that as a guide to give you the outline of the chip. Take the point of the knife once you find it and cut it out."

"Won't you need anesthesia? At least locally?" Yoshitsune asked with a crease in his brow. Artemis gave him a small smile.

"I've survived a cut two and a half inches deep, from my left shoulder to my right hip, being sewn up without any. I'll be fine." Turning to Tereus a second, she gave him a nod and let him get to work.

Tereus, for all of his repressed emotions, was having trouble calming his mind down. It kind of went against his nature to just cut into a living person that wasn't attacking him. And her cooperativeness wasn't helping his nerves any. He would much rather her to act out of order and give him the excuse to lock her up with a valid reason. Yet he saw the logic in getting the chip out as soon as possible. Mentally rolling his eyes at himself, he looked for the microchip under Artemis's skin. And sure enough, there was a minuscule red light blinking right over her third upper thoracic vertebrae. He placed his fingertips over the light and pressed lightly. The chip was small, barely a full square centimeter, more than likely not even a millimeter thick. Keeping his finger on the chip, he gave Artemis a heads up.

"I'm going to cut the chip out now," he said as he opened the sterile sealing and adjusted his grip on the handle of the scalpel. Feeling more than seeing her nod, Artemis took a deep breath and braced her hands flat on the bed. Tereus slowly took the very point of the knife and pushed it gently into her skin, feeling it scrape against the edge of the microchip as it cleaved easily through flesh. Surprisingly, no blood welled up at the incision; rather, the skin around the cut merely heated up. He steadied his hand and slid the blade down slightly, following the edge of the offending piece of technology. Artemis, to her credit, didn't so much as flinch as the scalpel slid through her, so Tereus continued steadily around three sides of the chip before using the tip of the blade to flick the small piece of metal from under Artemis's skin, hearing it clink on the ground. As soon as it did, Artemis smoothed over the small piece of skin that had come up and held it there for all of a minute. When she removed her hand, the area was already scarring, knitting itself together again before his very eyes.

Artemis got up from the scanning bed and turned to Lance. "And the tracker chip?" she asked. Lance turned and held up a small chip almost identical to the one that was just cut out of her. Artemis mentally sighed to herself, slightly annoyed at how paranoid people could get. "How does it work?"

"Simple enough," Lance answered. "We place it on the back of your neck and it sinks into your skin, where it stays." Artemis nodded and turned her back to Tereus again, who had picked up a pair of tweezers as well as the new chip.

"The skin should have healed by now. Just place it where the old one was," she murmured to him. His hand went back to her neck, stroking and smoothing over the new flesh in wonder.

"You weren't kidding when you said you healed fast," he mumbled a bit begrudgingly. It took him another minute to open the packet with the tweezers and put the chip to her skin. In an instant Artemis became aware of a new piece of technology being absorbed by her body, its systems mixing and blending with hers. A moment later she sat up with a sigh. "And that's that," she whispered.

"Now Artemis, Prime Minister Athena wants you to be a temporary ESWAT operative. Your number will be 121, and you'll be working with 109's team, partnering with 117 for two-man missions. But before all of that, let's take a look at your stats and performance levels."

Artemis nodded yet again and addressed Briareos as she pulled her black suit back on and palmed her sneak suit.

"Did you happen to get any of my stats while you were in Circe's system?" she asked him. The cyborg shook his head.

"No, sorry. Even if I had known where they were I had a different objective at the time."

"Alright, fair enough. I just have to show you everything I know." She turned to Lance. "Where should I start? Hand-to-hand, shooting, critical analysis, forensics, computer hacking, retrieval, or landmate operation?"

Lance gave her a disbelieving look that said 'there is no way that you can do all of that and you're younger than Deunan', to which she laughed out loud to herself softly.

"Alright," she said, "hand to hand it is." She turned to Deunan. "Where's the training room here?"

Deunan, for her part, was internally smirking to herself. She was going to like this new chick, Tereus could almost smell it. This was going to end up being hell for Briareos and himself, he just knew it. "Come on," Deunan told Artemis as she walked out of the lab, "I'll show you." Artemis nodded and followed the other woman out of the lab.

* * *

><p>And that's a wrap people!<p>

I'm sitting here in my school, on a computer in the corner of the library, marveling at how easy it is to upload a chapter while it's so hard to write the same chapter. I spent a good four hours on this chapter alone, and it's taken me all of ten minuets to upload it to The speed of this astounds me.

But anyway, this is where we are. I have a general idea of where this story is going, but it might take a while before you see anything substantial. Maybe another four chapters or so. But I have the entire thing planned out in my mind, so clearly that I can see it.

So I will let you all continue on your merry way now. Like, favorite, review, and share, and most of all, stay safe everyone!


End file.
